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got lots of spirit and has a grudge against the authorities.
Sergei Shorin, too—a clever muzhik. Knyazev's honest and
not afraid. That's enough for a beginning. We want to
get in touch with the kina of people she told us about.
I'll take an axe and go, off to town, as if I was setting
out to earn some extra money chopping wood. We've
got to be careful. She was right when she said a man
must place his own price on himself. Take that muzhik
today. He wouldn't give in if he stood before God Al-
mighty. And that Nikita? Showed he had a conscience.
Who'd have thought it."
"They thrash a fellow right in front of you and all you
do is stand and gape!'*
"Come, now! You ought to be glad we didn't strike
him ourselves—that fellow!"
He went on whispering for a long time, sometimes
lowering his voice so that the mother could hardly catch
his words, then again speaking in deep, full tones. Often
his wife would stop him.
"Hush! You'll wake her up!"
The mother fell into a heavy sleep that descended like
a cloud and bore her away.
Tatyana woke her up when the grey dawn peeped
through the windows, and the sound of the church bell,
sleepily tolling the end of the night watch, came floating
through the cold silence.
"I've lighted the samovar. Have a glass of tea; you'll
be cold if you ride off as soon as you get up."
Stepan asked the mother her town address as he combed
his matted beard, She found his face had improved
during the night—had become more complete.
"How strange this should have happened!" he laughed
as they were having tea,
"What?" asked Tatyana.
"Our getting acquainted. So simply."
"There's a wonderful simplicity in everything connec-
ted with our work," said the mother thoughtfully,
The man and wife were constrained as they parted with

